LAMENT FOR ADONIS
The shadowy deer-grass and the swallow-wort
Sob through their bat's wing tissues tremulous.
The poplars weeping amber in the vales.
The orchises and sandal-trees, lament.
But Aphrodite with unbraided hair
And tragic thorn-pierced feet so delicate,
Calls through the woodlands and again, again.
O, more than music's many stringed charms,
His lulling name reverberates afar.
Where faint sails clasp the ribbands of the sea.
But round his navel leaps the thick dark blood,
His chest is lapped in scarlet from the thighs,
Now purpled are those limbs afore as white
As veils of snow unflecked by merest breeze.
Cypris was fair: whilst her Adonis lived,
The light would melt her body into song.
But with Adonis has her beauty died,
Died as a vaporous melody on a lute.
c Woe, woe, for Cypris!' all the mountains call;
The oak-trees answer:c For Adonis, woe!'
For Aphrodite all the rivers weep,
The wells bewail Adonis on the hills.
Echo resounds,c Ai, ai... Adonis dead...
Most beautiful Adonis... he is dead...'
As Venus saw the wasting limbs, the wound
Gashed in the whiteness of her loved one's thighs.
She clasped him to her, moaning supply warm
Against his chilled inertness: